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a mystery as completely inexplicable now as then, is only the
acme of bathos attained by the West after all its failures in
profundity, the peak of pseudo-scientific tomfoolery.
I do not have to gloss over the weaker aspects of the order that
was eliminated in Germany in 1933, or its fatal entanglement
in the practical failures of the victorious Allies who were not
only blinded by success but smitten with a veritable paralysis of
any sense of reality and who denied us, a decisive factor standing
in the background, every effort to build up our prestige until it
was too late. Neither do I have to disguise the inner constitu-
tional weaknesses of our own order at the time which, with its
system of electoral lists, turned the central organ into an Old Age
Institute for worn-out functionaries of all descriptions and,
thanks to the proportional vote, into a melange of interest-groups,
simultaneously excluding young blood from any political influence
whatsoever. And this, mark you, at a time when the selection of
a new and competent leading class ought to have been the most
urgent task for a people unaccustomed since God knows how long
to any really responsible self-government. I do not have to defend
this whole historically false agglomeration that, praise-worthy in
principle, yet misfired in practice. I have criticized all this, while
there still seemed time, openly and sufficiently, if not sufficiently
drastically, perhaps, for the stopped ears for which it was intended.
At any rate, this order was totally unable to give youth and the
younger generation the feeling that the land of the future had
risen from the sea.
I know also what it has meant that this whole post-war
structure seemed, on top of all that, to collapse economically and
socially, leaving behind, after the catastrophic crisis of unantici-
pated extent precipitated in 1929 by the victors in an incompre-
hensible fit of blindness, a world economy apparently wrecked
beyond repair and a shoreless, scarcely controllable tide of unem-
ployment. Which likewise produced no vision of any land of the
future rising from the sea.
All that is true enough. And a seeking and groping, a youthful,
overhasty acclamation of a novelty all too easily offered is also
understandable; especially in a country, such as Germany was
then, that had been spiritually and then materially pulverized
under the world juggernaut, yet still felt her most vital forces
unbroken. Whoever, therefore, wants absolution for 1933 can